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When Nietzsche, revolted by our civilization, began 
to "philosophize with the hammer," and attempted to 
build up a new morality, he created the phrase "trans- 
valuation of all values." But little did even he dream 
that a war such as this war would develop out of the 
"slave morality" he abhorred, or that Entente jour- 
nalists and propagandists would, almost at a blow, 
succeed in devaluing all values. He had only his genius 
and aspiration for the slow improvement of the race, 
they a gigantic apparatus for its swift enslavement en 
masse. Not only in«Chestertonian fashion did they 
stand Truth on her head, but they hewed ofi her head 
and supplanted it with a painted mask hiding a leering 
skull. From the red, smilmg lips of this mask poured lies 
as thick and steadily as ever leaves fell m Vallambrosa. 
The people held out their jugs and some their buckets, 
and drank. The supreme abomination was achieved — 
the new Baal, the mental monstrosity, was erected into 



an idol about whose base the millions grovelled. Print- 
er's ink — and mud — and blood — formed a ten- 
acious medium. 

Marvellous were the masterpieces of inverted and 
perverted truth produced in this vast Hypnotic Hall. 
Before the eyes of the bewitched multitudes the chief 
oppressors erf little nations stood arrayed, white and 
archangeUc, as their Uberators. The most notorious 
violators of treaties were hailed as their preservers. The 
nation whose love of children was knovra from world's 
end to world's end, was decorated with the hewn-off 
hands of infants. The world was to be made safe for 
Democracy, that is, at bottom, for Demos, by destroying 
a state already half socialistic, a state which, despite 
certain feudal institutions, looked after the welfare of 
Demos better than any other. Militarism was to be 
destroyed by these Holy Crusaders. Yet militarism 
that is worse than even the caricature of the 
Prussian, was glorified into a new religion. Nations 
whose boast it had been that they were free of it, clamp- 
ed its iron paraphernalia upon themselves, hugged it to 
their hearts. The citizemg of a land the palladium of which 
was Liberty in exce/sis, submitted "like dumb, drivai 
cattle," to the despotism of one man and to a terrorism 
compared to which that of o][d Russia was as down to 
adamant. Who was it that charged a little Idnd pent 
in the heart of Europe with a desire to conquer the 
world? Who but a nation which had already conquered 
or stolen the greater part of it, and which regarded the 
free seas of, the planet as its property — and another 



which claimed the supervision of an entire hemisphere. 
The nation accused of aggression and delight in war, 
more than once offered peace at the height of its 
successes. The nations who swore that they were 
fighting for peace, howled for the continuation of the 
slaughter. 

Who that is not some red-eyed 100 Jo patrioteer, 
some "wrong-or-right-my country" assassin of common 
sense, could not pile instance upon instance? Who that 
is loyal to peace and light does not feel that these 
things must be reiterated again and again ? For Humap- 
ity is not yet out of the mire, nor the Haunted Woods — 
on the contrary However, fight on, you few un- 
daunted ones, with the sword of the Idea. Continue 
to crack heads with it if you cannot enlighten them. 
Heads, as the herd-war has proved, are ever aching to 
be cracked. 

But, as we may now see to our horror, the supreme 
inversion and subversion of Truth and Reason had, after 
all, been spared us. Was it not to be supposed that 
during the furious exaltation of war, the utmost possible 
flight of folly and insanity would have been reached? 
That was surely a natural assumption. But we have 
erred. For it has remained for this abortive peace to 
produce the real climax. This climax of climaxes was 
something calmly deliberated upon — in a parliamen- 
tary committee — and in a neutral land. Arises no uni- 
versal howl of horror and derision from the gulled, 
bamfioOzled multitudes? None. Yet Woodrow Wilson 
has been awarded a Nobel Peace Prize! 



When I read this a sudden blankness in the brain, 
a swift physical nausea came upon me, a wish to 
be near the bath-room. The second soul that lives in 
the solar plexus of the stomach revolted at the in- 
credible, and was saved from disaster only by the in- 
stant reflection that this must be some ghastly and 
wicked joke the mere horrible preposterousness of 
which outweighed its preposterous horror. 

Perhaps the telegraph and the correspondents had 
lied to us — as so often during the war? But no. Once 
more the Unbelievable, the Fantastic, the Grotesque 
exaggerated to the nth degree c^ the Fabulous, stares 
at us — black on white. Woodrow Wilson has been 
awarded the Nobel Peace Prize. 



Let us keep a firm hand on sucih faculties as the 
war has left us. With Wilson's fellow prize-winner, the 
Frenchman Leon Bourgeois, we have at present nothing 
to do. He voted against disarmament at Geneva, 
against Norway's own proposal, and this should suffice 
to make him an eligible candidate in the eyes of the 
Norwegian Storthing. Let us look the appalling chim- 
aera of this award straight in the face, examine it 
with ice-cold pupils. It will be difficult — but cannot 
we find some adequate analogue in history? A parallel 
with some absurdity as nihilistic, as vast, as mad as this? 
It has been reckoned out that these 134,100 kroner and 
27 oere. represent exactly the compound interest upon 
the thirty pieces of silver paid the Wilson of his day, 
from the hour of Christ's death to the present hour. 



Will not some august prince of the church arise 
and propose the canonization of Judas Iscariot as 
Loyalty Incorporate? Some historian celebrate Nero for 
humanity and filial love? Will no Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Children vote Herod a medal of 
gold? Is there no Peace Nobel Prize to the memory of 
Caesar, Alexander, Attila, Tamerlane, Napoleon? No 
posthumous honors for the advancement of learning 
for the Caliph Omar for reverence paid to literature 
at Alexandria? Shall Herostratus be denied his 
temple for setting fire to the sacred "Ephesian 
fane"? Will no one propose Madame de Pompadour, 
— or the Princess de Chimay — for the Pope's 
Rose of Virtue? Or, inversely, will no one heave a black 
curse upon. Lincoln's head for his enslavement of the 
negroes? Upon what tiny hillocks of mere, harm- 
less absurdity are all such comparisons doomed to 
dance ^ in comparison with this, the scale and measure 
of which is the World War and all its never-before- 
achieved incredibilities? 



The gentlemen of the Norwegian Storthing have 
achieved a masterpiece. To have selected of all men 
precisely that man who has done more than any other 
to betray peace, to destroy peace and to render peace 
impossible for generations to come, requires an 
intelligence so inaccessible to normal processes of 
reasoning that one must search for it among the 
philosophers of the padded cell. To have picked out 
what E. D. Morel called the most lamentable figure of 



the entire war, and whom I call the most despicable 
miscreant in history, — a man whose incapacity, 
dishonesty and treachery brought about the most 
terrible failure in human history, requires something 
little short of genius. 

And when we say failure, let us not forget that it 
was and is, a failure rendered ten times more tragic, 
more maddening and damnable because of the oppor- 
tunity for doing the good, the great, the glorious thing 
which preceded it — an opportimity such as no human 
being had ever been granted before. This discredited, nay, 
this accursed figure, lying in the pit of his black and Luci- 
ferian debacle, and consigned to moral death, obloquy 
and oblivion by the turned-down thumbs of his own 
people, — themselves not guiltless — is granted one 
of the highest of international honours — and granted 

it — would you believe it? — in the name of peace! 

* 

When I speak of this man's opportunity I have 
not in mind the Wilson of the 14 Points, some of which 
were already saturated with the poison of propaganda, 
personal prejudice and the influences unloosed by 
America's entry into the war, as well as by forgeries 
of historical fact — as in the passage relating to Elsass- 
Lothringen. And one need only think of the suppression 
of all references to Ireland, Egypt or India. I have in 
mind that cleaner Wilson of the Proclamation of Neu- 
trality — which might have been a second Proclamation 
of Emancipation. In this for one brief moment he 
realized the historic mission of our country. From that 
day on the man's moral degeneration and mental ob- 
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liquity may be traced step by step. It is true that the pyro- 
technics of his speeches became ever more spectacular, 
and that the platitudes of the Wilsonian morality were 
accepted as sincere by the world. For the world was 
unable to imagine that such inner tortuosity could exist 
cheek by jowl with such professions. This was a new 
kind of monster — a super-Tartuffe, unimagined even 

by Moliere, imachieved even by Shakespeare. 

* 

Dr. William Bayard Hale, who was long and 
closely associated with this Peace-President and Peace 
Prize Winner, has proved by an interesting psycho- 
logical analysis of Wilson's style, language and voca- 
bulary, fT/ie Story of a Styles Huebsch & Co., New 
York), the whole inner hoUowness, dishonesty and 
vacillation of the man in whom the eternal gull in 
mankind saw a Saviour — a second, if somewhat Pres- 
byterian and rhetorical Christ! 

If the rankness of his false neutrality may be over- 
looked, his invariable cringing to England and his 
bullying, of a defenseless Germany, what shall be said 
of the deliberate betrayal of his pledge to keep his 
country out of war — a pledge to which alone he owed 
his re-election? How ran those solemn, minatory 
words: 

"No voice has eoer come to any public man more 
audibly, more unmistakeably. than the voice of this 
great people has come to me, bearing this impressive 
lesson : We are counting upon you to keep this country 
out of war." 



The kiss those thin lips had pressed upon the Bible 
when taking (in vain) his oath of office, was scarcely 
cold, when he seized the purely formal, theoretical pre- 
text offered by Germany's declaration of the Unrestricted 
U-boat warfare — for which he more than any one else, 
was responsible — and dragged the unwiUing millions 
into war. This he achieved by rites and incantations 
almost as grotesque as those performed before the 
Great God Mumbo- Jumbo. And this he followed up 
with a saturnalia of terrorism, cruelty, corruption, false- 
hood and hatred in his' own land such as has never 
been Witnessed anywhere since the days of Ivan the 
Terrible or of the Inquisition. All that was good and 
great and hopeful in the American charter this man 
wrecked or jeopardized. 

Who, save perhaps the Storthing Committee, has 
forgotten the appeal of this Nobel Prize Winner to 
"force, force, force — force without stint or Umit?" 
Have they never heard of the three American ambassa- 
dors who, surely with the neutral Wilson's approval, 
if not at his suggestion, called upon Minister Hanotaux 
during the first year of war and begged hun to keep 
France from making peace, since America was bound to 
come in later? On April 17, 1920, Gmeral Pershing 
declared in New York, "that one of our biggest problems 
wias how we could keep France in the war — literally keep 
France in the war," and Pershing was but a puppet of 
the Wilsonian policy. But if this be not enough, what 
shall be said of Wilson's own admission to the Senate 
and House Committee on Foreign Affairs, that he would" 
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have declared war, even if the Germans had not begun 
the more rigorous "submarine campaign? A confession 
more appalling, cynical and criminal has never been made. 
And if even this be not enough, what ascendant quali- 
ties as pacifist or peace-maker are to be discerned in 
one who after the war had ended, remained the only 
state executive who for reasons of personal spite and van- 
ity, kept his country out of peace for over two years? 

* 

After Wilson's first note to Prince Max of Baden, 
Theodore Roosevelt spoke these words: 

"T/ie world would be better oft b^ hundreds dt 
thousands of fearless lioes and many billions of dollars 
of treasure if Mr. Wilson had been willing to supp- 
lement his own self-sufficient ignorance by the counsel 
of those who would gladly have counselled him wisely, 
but who would not creep into his presence as slaves." 

One perceives injured Rooseveltian vanity in this. 
And yet it is a true judgment and at the same tim£ the 
most damning ever uttered upon a human being whose 
hands once held the orb of world power. Nor will the 
134,100 kroner of the peace prize founded by Alfred 
Nobel ever wash these hands clean. And yet even Roose- 
velt's condemnation does not do justice to the appalling 
reality. In matters connected with the war we are all 
disposed to think too durectly — to consider the imme- 
diate and apparent causes and results, and not the in- 
direct yet decisive factors. There are, for example, few 
Germans who are capable of tracing the greater part of 
their country's miseries, not so much to the robber and 
cut-throat instincts of those scoundrels, Lloyd George 
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and Clemenceau, as to the man who betrayed them with 
his fourteen traps, and to his preceding actions. 

Had Woodrow Wilson been honorable in thought 
and intention, had he not been dragged inevitably in one 
direction by the resultant of two forces — his obsequious 
love for England and his ignorant and bigoted hatred 
of Germany, not only would "hundreds of thousands of 
fearless lives and many billions of dollars of treasure" 
have been saved, but millions of the innocent, the young, 
the helpless, yet the hopeful of the coming generations 
would have been spared. Innumerable mothers, driven 
almost mad with agony, might have succoured themselves 
and their starveling infants. The health of millions of 
children, doomed to life-long decrepitude, might have 
been preserved. Millions of old people might have been 
spared mental and physical agony and destitution in their 
declining days, multitudes of the crippled and the insane 
would have retained sound minds and sound bodies 
— but attempts at enumeration are useless — 
imagination balks. In the Wierz Museum at 
Brussels there is a grim painting of Napoleon in Hell. 
The frenzied spirits of his victims point their fingers at 
him, lift their slaughtered infants to his eyes, their 
manacles, their stumps. But where is the master painter 
with a brush broad enough to paint the planetary 
misery — human, national and economic — inflicted upon 
the world by Woodrow Wilson on that inconstant course 
of his? Or is this a task fitter, perhaps, for the statist- 
ician than for the poet and the painter? May it not 
all be proved by round figures, all calculated with a 
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certain rough exactitude? Surely the number of martyred 
children in the hospitals of Germany and Austria may 
be ascertained ? Perhaps a toll of the Jews butchered by 
the Poles may be given ? The number of Germans driven 
from what are still purely German lands, or of Germans 
murdered, robbed or interned in Poland and elsewhere 
must be attested somewhere, etc. etc. 

Did this recipient of the Peace Prize utter one word 
of protest against the continuance of England's murder 
bloclcade for eighteen months after the war had ended? 
Did this Southerner with the instinctive hatred of the 
Negro in his blood, raise his voice even once against 
the horrors committed in the Rhinelands by the black 
savages that are to salve the wounded vanity of the 
French militarists with the blood of German girls and 
women? In conjunction with the capitalistic imperialism^ 
of France and England, he permitted American youths 
in Siberia and Archangel to kill and be killed in waging 
a lawless war upon the Russian people. 

Under the terrors of the infamous Espionage Act, 
ha saw thousands of Americans, among them many 
intellectual and gifted men — the truest and bravest 
pacifists of the land, flung into the dungeons of Atlanta, 
Leavenworth or Alcatraz, beaten, starved, even tortured to 
death. But no word did he speak against this murderous 
Inquisition. Rooted in that mental malignity which 
many have mistaken for strength, he has up to the very 
last refused to hear of an amnesty for these brave men — 
the real heroes of America's war. Yet he had pardons 
for otiiers. Precisely as this Presidential Pacifist had 
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come to the rescue of his multi-millionaire college friend, 
Cleveland Hoadley Dodge when Dodge, flouting Wil- 
son's embargo on arms in 1913, was caught shipping 
guns and ammunition to Mexico, so has he lately rescued 
another arch-corruptionist and war profiteer. About 
the very time the Peace Prize descended upon him out 
of the blue, he granted a pardon to James J. Dorsey, 
the millionaire cattle-king of Gilbert, III, who had been 
sentenced to eight years for selUng thousands of head 
of consumptive cattle under forged government certificates 
to his fellovmien. 

It is but recently that this Prize Apostle of Peace 
declined to listen to a Committee under Senator Borah 
which advocated a reduction in the enormous naval 
budget of the United States. Under the reign of this 
lover of peace three thousand Haitiians were taught its 
ultimate blessings by being massacred by Wilsonian 
militarists almost at his front door. And so might 
accusation be piled upon accusation. 

But it is futile to use elements of argument, reason 
and historical fact in connection with something which 
has passed beyond the limits of all three. For the 
awarding of the Peace Prize to the great Annihilist of 
Peace, belongs, as I have indicated, to the realm of the 
monstrous and fabulous. 1 have read some of the lame 
and stupid, in fact shameless attempts at justifying the 
award, chiefly based upon the man's good Intentions — 
with which he has paved Europe and the greater part 
of Earth as a new hell. Yet the baffled intelligence craves 
some explanation. But like the riddle itself, its kindest 
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and most plausible explanation lies also in the realm 
of fable. This Storthing Committee has evidently just 
awakened from slumbers like those of the Seven Sleepers 
of Ephesus or of Rip Van Winkle, into which it had fallen 
after reading Wilson's speeches. It has crowned 
his words. To his acts which mocked, degraded and 
slew his words, it has been deaf and blind and — void of 
the sense of smell. 

There are, to be sure, other aspects to the matter. 
The men comprising this Storthing Committee are, no 
doubt, honorable gentlemen — in Mark Anthony's 
sense. But their action is so fantastic, so absolutely, 
and outrageously burlesque, that we are justified 
in assuming anything and everything mad, bad 
or sad in so mad, bad and sad a decision. When 
we consider the subservience of Norway to the 
Entente during the war, is it unreasonable to suppose 
that these awards to the representatives of bureaucratic 
and militaristic France and plutocratic America should 
be part of an indirect Entente propaganda? Wilsonism 
has been discredited and repudiated. It is therefore 
necessary to rehabilitate, in so far as this is possible, 
the man and his policy. And an approval of Wilson is 
an approval of the Bandits' Peace of Versailles, and of 
all the Entente stood for, since Wilson stood for it all. 
Odd it is, indeed, that England should have been 
overlooked. Why was there no Nobel Prize for Lord 
Northcliffe? For Horatio Bottomley? For Churchill? 
Surely all of them did their utmost to drag the little 
neutrals into the carnage — even though not so openly 
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and imperiously as Wilson after he had issued his 
declaration of war. 

Poor old General Dyer, the hero of Amritsar, will 
also have cause for complaint. Consider his fine record 

— well worthy the homage of the Storthing Committee 

— of 1200 unarmed Indians killed and 3600 left threshing 
about in their blood. But I forget — he has already 
been awarded a fat money-prize in the shape of the 
Fund got up in his honour by the Morning Post and 
generously contributed to by Britain's noblest and 

Britain's best. 

* 

I cling to one more desperate hope. Perhaps these 
gentlemen of the Storthing are master ironists who 
bestowed these prizes on Wilson and Bourgeois as a 
kind of culminating satire upon the hideous carnival of 
folly, baseness and crime unloosed by the war? Perhaps 
these awards were travesties, acts of desperation or 
disgust? To point a lesson by some grotesque contrast, 
some gigantic paradox? London Common Sense is con- 
vinced that irony was at the bottom of the decision. But, 
no, this explanation will not hold water. Irony is made 
of different stuff and goes differently to work. 



Was Alfred Nobel, who was one of the world's 
few millionaires gifted with an imagination, touched 
lightly by the spirit of self-irony when he, the great 
dynamite and gun-cotton maker, devised this^special prize 
for peace? Yet his foundation was an enterprise not 
only Nobel in name, but noble in nature — an example 
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to our own Boeotian billionaires who regard all culture 
as a kind of intellectual scrofula. 

The Nobel Prizes emphasized, rewarded and 
celebrated the higher achievements of the spirit. They 
were a tribute and usually an aid to the men of thought 
upon whom depends such inch-wise progress as our 
world may still make. Against this dispensation, against 
this spirit and this hope, the Storthing Committee has 
comm'itted the unforgivable sin. With the dynamite of 
its insane decision it has committed sabotage upon this 
great foundation. It has desecrated the ideal of the 
donor as it has desecrated the ideal of peace. Never 
again can the Nobel Prize for Peace be taken seriously. 
Henceforward it will represent little but so much 
clinking cash. Those who have already won it must feel 
the hot simoon of the world's scorn withering their 
own honest laurels — depreciating the moral and in- 
tellectual valuta of their honors. Hereafter those who 
are to receive these honors must reflect with bitterness 
that a Woodrow Wilson, a Leon ^gurgeois also shared 
them. There will be two scorpions in their ointment. 

Perhaps some of the former Nobel Prize winners 
may feel disposed to return the prize which has thus 
been defiled. But for most of them this would now 
be impossible. They might, however, subscribe to 
a fund for bestowing a prize upon this Prize Committee 
— a prize for achieving at one blow the most gigantic 
travesty of the age. Surely we had great need of something 
of the kind? Is it not meet that the blood and tears of 
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the Giant Tragedy should find an epilogue in the Giant 
Farce that will add to the depleted gaiety of nations? 
A prize! a fat and swingeing prize for these farceurs! 
Let each be named and the name rememhered: 

D. J. LSvland, State Councillor, retired, Chairman, 
H. J. Horst, Bank Director, Deputy Chairman, 
Dr. G. P. Hag:erup, Norweg:ian Minister, Stockholm, 
C. B. Hanssen, Shipowner, 
Professor Dr. Halvdan Koht. 

A Black List, though not England's. The names 
read like the characters in a play by Hendrik Ibsen. 
Master, you died too soon — before you could write 
your bitterest satire on Norway's blackest shame. 

• 

As to that other scourge — Wilsonism — it is to 
the interests of mankind to see that its buried and putrid 
corpse is not disinterred by these cretins of Christ- 
iania. For by the possibiUties of human madness and 
villainy which are immortal and which the war and 
the peace and the Peace Prize have elevated to the 
monumental, there is danger that this curse may be 
galvanized into life by the blood-money and the fetish- 
worship bestowed upon it and once more set stalking 
through the world like a moral and mental pestilence. 
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